
The Tragedie 

I can no longer hold me patient* 

Hearc irieyon wrangljnsiPyrates that fall out, 

In (Raring blit that which you haue pild from me; 

Which ofyou trembles not that lookes on me? 

It not, that I being Queene, you bow like fubieds. 

Y et that by on depolde. you quake like rebels: 

0 gentle villaine,do not turne away. 
do, Fou !e wrinkled witch, what makft thou in my fight? 
JsKCW.Bm repetition of what thou haft mard, ' 3 
That will I make, before /let thee goe: 

A husband and a fonne thou o welt to me, 

And thou a kingdome,aIl ofyou allca»eance: 

The forrow that /haue, by right is yours, 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe, is mine, 

Gb<, The curie my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou didft crowne his warlike browes with paper, 

And with thy fcornedrewfiriuersfrom hiseyes. 

And then to drie them, gau’ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood of prettie Rutland: 

His curfes then from bitternefle offoule, 
D.‘nouncdagainftthee,arefjlIen vpon thee. 

And God, not wc,hath plaugde thy bloodic deede. 

^«,So iult is God to right the innocent. 

O twas the foulelt deed to flay that'babe. 

And the mof! mercileflc that eucr washeard of, 

Ri. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported* 
^Dorf, No man but prophecicd reuengefor it, 

Buc, Northumberland then prefcnr.wept to fee it. 

£* C Mur. m at? were you fnarlingall before I came, 
iveadie to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me? 

Did Yorkcs dread ttirfe preuaile fo much with heauen, 
Thatrtenries death, my louely Edwards death 
Their kingdoms loflb,my wofullbaniflutienr. 

Could all but anfwere for that peaiifh brat > 

Can curfes pierce the cloudes,and enter heauen? 

VVhy then glue way dull cloudes to my quick© curfes: 

It not by vvarre $ by fuitet die your kin£^ 

As out by murder, to make him a kjngT 
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Edward thyfonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fon, which was Prince of Wales. 

Die in his youth, by like vn timely violence. 

Thy felfe a Queene, forme that was a Queene, 

Out line thy glorie, likemy wretched felfe ! 

Lengmaift thou liue towaile thy childrens lofle. 

And fceanoiher, as 1 fee thee now, 

Z>eckt in thy glorie, as thou art ftald in mine : 

Long die thy happie daics before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres ofgreefe, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene, 

Riu ers and Dorl'et, you were ftanders by, 

And (b was thou Lo. Haftings, when myfonne 
Was flabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

Thar none of you may Jiue your natural! age, 
ButbyfouievnJooktaccidentcutofF. 
iti C/e, Haue done thy chaime thou hatefull withered ha 
And leaueout theefflay dog, for thou flialt hear n 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in florc. 

Exceeding thofe that /can wifh vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till thy finnes be ripe, 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On theethetrublerofthepoorcworlds peace: 

The vvorroe of confcicnce Hill begnaw thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpeft for tray tors while thou liueft 
And take deepe traytors forth, deareft friends. 

No flee pc dofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlefle it be whilefl fbme tormenting dreame 
A ffrights thee, with a hell of vgly diuels* 

Thou eluifli markt,abortiuc rooting ho«-. 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie ° 

Tf.c flauc Of nature, and rhe fonne of hell, 

Tliou fta'under of thy mothers heauie Wcffibe 
7liou loathed iflue of thy' fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted, &c« ’ 

< 7 / 0 . Margaret* 

£» M. ‘ Richard. Glo. Ha. 

/ cal! ti .'-. not* 

Glo, Then I eric thee imrcierfor /had thou »ht 
C * Thou 



